In this miscellaneous company Keats's fateful poem first saw the light. The author himself never considered it more than experimental, and was half sick of it before it was finished. He later told Shelley that when he wrote it his "mind was like a pack of scattered cards." And in the deprecating preface he said: "The imagination of a boy is healthy, and the mature imagination of a man is healthybut there is a space of life between, in which the soul is in a ferment, the character undecided, the way of life uncertain, the ambition thicksighted: thence proceeds mawkishness, and all the thousand bitters which those men I speak of must necessarily taste in going over the following pages." And when John Wilson Croker held him up to ridicule in the Quarterly Review, that infamous literary attack which Shelley thought was the cause of Keats's death, the young author himself was less dismayed than his friends. He wrote: "In Endymion, I leaped headlong into the Sea, and thereby have become better acquainted with the Soundings, the quicksands, & the rocks, than if I had stayed upon the green shore, and piped a silly pipe, and took tea & comfortable advice.-I was never afraid of failure 5 for I would sooner fail than not be among the greatest." Keats already had a premonition that he might "cease to be/ Before my pen has glean'd my teeming brain." He had dedicated Endymion "To the Memory of Thomas Chatterton."
